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CHMAPTMR |- Mr. Bolomon Pratt bogan
ecmical narration of mtory, Intrnducing
wellstg.do Nathan Scudder of hin town,

erd Tdward Yan Hrunt ead Martin
lhrllts. {wo rieh Now Yorkers acoklng
rant, refiine of laiter paic's lovisn es-

penditurs of money, Prait's fivel Impros-
son wal coptected with lunstics.
CHAPTEN i) --The arcival of James
Hopper, Van PBrunt's vulet, gave Pratt
4% e denirad Information aboul the New
Yorikers. They winlind to live whad iher
tormed “The Naturul ldfe” Van Brunt,
it wan learied, svas the puecessful sultor
for ihe hand of Miss Agnes Mage, whe
gave Iartlny up.

CHAPTER IIT —Snl 'ratl was engagrd
3. cook and tae porty decided to spead
uly Fourth In Eantwich,

CHAPTER 1V THey took lumeh &t

astwich, VYan Drunt, Hartiey, Pratt and
lopper, attending.

CHAPTER V.— At Paurth af July eeln.
Bration, Hartley roscusd & Loy, Known ag
“Hleddy,” from under u horsa's feet and

the urchin proved to be ona  of Misa
Page's chinrges, whom she hind taken ‘o
the country for an outing  Mins Foage
aud Hartley wery separated Juring a
flerce storm, which fallowasd the plenle
Out sniliog Inter, Yon Brunt, Hartiey,
ottt und Hopper were wreoked 1o &
sqguall,

CHAPTER V1 - Seareh  for them re.
wanled an Ielard dpen whiclh they wara
found. Vin Hrunt rented [t and eslisd
It Ozone inland

CHHAPTEHR VIT - Thevy ilverdA om  the

faland and Owner Scuadder Lronght ridic-
uUinuA presents, as & token of gratituds

CHAPTER VII Inrocently Hartley

and "llllllltt' In wenreh for clams robbed o

rivate quabaug late at nlght ther

1and hotne w e Catiehal he wild valle
LHAPTEHR 11X,

: The *'Fresh-Airers”

Prat I tried that door, then Hartley
tried it, and then Van; each of us just
as soft and qulet ns posasible, Thea
wa listened. Not a sound.

“hen Van catchss me by the arm
and beglne to pull me and Martin back
mlong the hall, When we got to the
end, by tha parlor door, he whispers,
low and cautlous:

"We musat break the door down It's
focked on the (nside. Hotter turn It
lomp on the stairs. Hetter tura It
dawn, too, A light glves the other man
al! the advantage If It comes to shoot-
ing. Now rsady, when | say the word.
All rusgh togather, One—two—"

“Wait a minme,' whispers Hartiey
whe was always cool-headed. “Where's
Jeraen "

"lamea?"
Jamas?"

“somas?" says I. And then I hegun
to get my sensas hack, Wake a feler
up ovt of a sounil sieen tho way we
was and it takes a few minutesa for him
to get on earth agein.

“James!” says L. "I'll be—"

“Idiot!" says Van, speaking abont
kirsse.d, I Judge. Then he walks down
the ba.l and gives that door a kick.

vonmes' he sings out. “Is that you?
Cpen this door.”

Far a szcond or two there wa'n't a
gassd, Then o veloe says, weal and
chratery: 0o h, my soul!™

‘wshtit’s tha motier with him?"

repsata  Van, “What?

snYH

Vi “1g he hurt? Where's the ey,
glipper? Inside, of conrie, But—but
whare's the keyhole®

Then | remembered. “There aln't
any kevhele,™ 1 says. “Thern's no

intk on the door.”
#Then what—? Come on, Martin.”

He fet hiz shonlder 1n the door and
commeneced to shaove Meae and Hart.
ley helped, and the door begun to
oprn, Tt opened clow, Lecanse the din
ing table and two or three ehalrs and
the chest of drawers was hraced
mgainst it We got in finally

“Bring the lamp,” says Hartley. |1
done It. The ronm was emply.

“Tames'" hollers Van. “Jumes!"

The rloset door epons just & orack.
Then It sewune wide and hla lordshiyp,
half dressed and white ae an old clam-
shell, staggers Into the room.

*Oh'!" pave he. “Oh, Mr,
Prunt, sir!”

He weas shaking llke a palsy.

"“What alle von, man?” says Hartley.
“Speak up.”

The valet rolls
‘me.

*T goen It,"” he says.
It's 'Im!"”

“Him? Who suyve |

“The ghost. The old cove as owned
this 'ousa 'K was up 'nomy room
a-walting for me”

“What are you falking about?” nsks
Yano, impationt [ begun to see lght,
but the Heavenlles didu't—not yet,

“OF was up in my room, sir,” sald
Lord James, wild Hke, "I 'ad me coat
and walstroat off, 8ir, and then [ goes
over to the mirror interding tn see
{1 me face looked as ‘ot na it falt. And
1 lights my jamp 2nd thers 'e wWas &-
glariog at me. ‘B 'ad ‘is 'end through
the mirror, &ir. And thers was coffins
around, and wreathr. It's & waralng
to me, «ir. 1I'm a dead man”

And then we hegun to laugh.

“The preacnts!” says Van, hetween
roars, "Rendder's heirlooms Ho! he!"

His lordshlp siared at ng like he
thought wo was crazy. | more than
half pitied hiin,  Martin did too, |
guess, for he uays;

“It's all right, James.
Wr. Van Brunt's jokes, You sep—"

“Hut 1 saw 'Im, sir. 'E was there,
gnd thers was wresths and coflins
“yng rbout, and—"

“K's all right,” sayse 1.
1lang and I'll show you.'

But not one step would he stlr. A
gerrick wouldn't have lifted him up
them stairs. Ho I quit trylog and went
ploft and fetched down the erayon
yoiargement and the wreath. Then I
1et out to explain,

“Why, you imbacile!" says Van.
*Where's your taste for art? We
wera beantifying vour room, Taking
oft the bare look, as per Scudder.”

James' eolor begnm to come back.
Aod when it come it come thick. He
reidensd up 20 you could see it even
4Lrongh the pun-hurn.

“Mr. Van Bruat,” he saya, getting
modder evary minute, "l glve you no-
tiee. 1 leave io-morrow morning."

“pDon’t be an idlot—" hegins Van,

Van

hia eyes areund to

“1 seen it plaln,

Jugt ona of

“Here! come

|

put hte tAmE-RE5 ON

Am st

Y1 leave tponorrew  morning,”  he
ghonts, “Aln't 1t erough fto bring me
to thig Gawd-forsalten ‘ole and work
me ‘'alf to death and biluter me from
‘sad to foot, without this? 1 give you
warning now. I'm golng ‘ome.
you for thix ontrage. 1's poar servants
‘as rights, and—"

There war more. rlenty more. We
eonldn’t shut him up.  And the Heav:
enlles’ sxplanations dldn’t count either.
He was dend set on leaving in the
morning.

Finally, we glve It up nnd went
back 12 bed. lLord James sald he was
golng to stay in the kitchen ol night.
Nothing would
Marcellus' receiving tomb agaln.

“Humph!" saveg Hartley, as

valat vou ever hod, Van"”

Vven eugsed under his breath, “Tie
ghan't feave” he sald. 1 must keep
him somehow. He's Invaluable In the
eity, and we 12ay 0 back there some

time. Not for months, though of
coursa,” ne ndde
Put In the merning James wan

worse set thin ever  Ha wouldn't help

| with breakfast nor nothing., went aloft
pack his |

at daylight and begun o
trunk. He war going to leave, that's
all there was about It

Tha Twine was pretty blue during
breoakfast. Van about losing his lord-
ship and Hartley on seccount cf sun-
burn, I eal'late. 'Twas another ele-
gant day and there was wind enough
to keep the files and mosquitoes away
from the house. If you got in the lee
anywheres, though, they was iaying for
vou In droves, They didn’t hother ma
miueh, 'connt of my hide being tough
and leathery and my flavor too &alt
maybe; but they was fattening up fast
on ths Heavenllea and James,

Abont tan o'clock Seudder shows np
with the firat dory load of Fresh Alr-
ers from the Fastwich place, Mliss
Agnes came along with 'em. Then the
second load come, cap'ned by the Tal
ford girl. And then thers was doinga

$hem Fresh Alr young ones wa'n't
all of a place with Redny, which war a
mercy, He was a handful In himsell,
that Httle sorrel-tup was—hut thers
was enough like him to keep things
gtirred nup. Marcellus' old shingled
prizon had to take it that day. There
must have bheen some stewing In Heav-
en it old Lady Barry conld look down
and =ea them youngsaters whooping
and earrylag-on in the front parlor. In
Mres. N.'s Aay that parlor was & kind

And |
you be glad 1 ain't ‘aving the law on |

hire him to sleep In |

the
Twins went upstairs, it looks to me |
as If vour foke hed lost us the best |

Poor llttle shaver! 1t'a when [ see hersy
pome folks treat children that I get to
thinking 1 eonld make a botter world
than this In

“(lolog to tin Away again?” 1 asks,
After a minute

“Naw,” saya Redny. “Not while I'm
down here. Mlss Agony ories aver ma
and U'd rather he licked any time than
thet.”

Hartley rumpled
halr with his fingers

“Sol," he saye, "there's good here if
youn can get at it. Too miuch good to
be running to waste. Ah, hum! Must
bo rather plensant to have one or (wo
nf your own; must make Hte almost
worth lving. That's where you and |
have miseed 1t

“You've got plenty of time y#t," says
1. “Maybe you'll be down in these dig
gings nine or ten year from now wilh
a family of your own"

He smiled, kind of sad and one-
glded, Then he got up nud walked out
to the plagzn, Redny hung around a
apoll, long enotgh 1o ask a couple mil-
Hon questions. Then he went Into the
parlor with the rest of the young In-
Juns,

Pretty soon | heard some ons speak,
1 looked through the doarway and soe
the Page glrl coming up the porch
steps nlone, Hartley stood up and
lifted his cap.

“Where's Van?" he ashed.

“"He's down on the beach with Mar-
garet, | came back to look after the
ehildren.”

“Thes're all right,” sars Martin,
‘Playing games In the front room."

Agnes stopped for a sscond in the
doorway. 1 don't just understand.”

the younesters

| al, a8 you might say,

ghe eald, hesltating, "why you are here. |

18 it true that your liealth 12 bad?"

Orone Island? Land knows, Long's
the Heaveonlies—that s, long's Mr.
Van Hrunt and Mr. Hartley satay here,
1 guess, It's a rostful place, ain't 112"
gays I, reaching for the next stack of
dishes.

She smilad.
g0, she says,
Natural Life?

“Who—me? ©Oh, 1 eal'late 1 shall
ke It tiptop when 1 get A little more
used to It—that s, {f | Inst. T was
oldest hoy In o family of nine, and dad
died young, 8o | was hronght up Natur
1'% heen g0me
time, though, sinea 1 had s0 many
hours of etralght-slong. piteh-n-and.
hustla Naturnlness [n the day's run;
Leen gotting artificlal and lazy of late
years, I guese. Hnt I'm tongh, and '
be all right and used te |t pretty soon

-getting lots of practice, By the
way,” I says, “who was It that sent "om
hore?"

“Who?" saya she, looking surprised.
“Sent? 1 don't understand.”

“Was Mr. Van Brunt and his ehum
sent hers by the doctor, or who "

“Why, 1 didn't know they were aent
at all, I think they eame here of thetr
own arcord.”

“No 4eubt they find it
“How do you llke the

Hut they was riggen at last and at
braakfast was chippsr as a pair of
mAackerel gnlle. They commeaneed to
talk garden. Cansarn 'em, | hoped
they'd forgot that,

“The loam business (& all fight, Bol,"
gayn Van. “Scudder will hring na loam
at thrra dollars A boat lond. He says
ft'1l take aliout 16 boat loads.”

“"He does, hey?" sayn 1. “At threa
dollars per? That's generous of him.
Anything Mlge?"

“Yes. Hn 18 to continue to bring us
milk. We have declded that perhaps
for the present we lind batter not keep
A cow."

Hmall favora thankfully rocelved, 1
wan glad that milking wa'n't golng Lo

I be added to the general Joviulness,

|

|
“Humph'" savs I, considering. “Was |

any of thelr folks ever took thiz way?
Does It run In the famillen?”

“l think that's a nlee, far-alghted de-
elston,” savs [, “Unless vou eonld
learn your cow to eat geawerd, [ don't
sen—"

"Oh, Scudder conld bring us hay"
says Van. “And we could give the
animal the spare vegetables {rom the
garden.”

““Twonld be a long tima hetwsen
meals for the poor critter, I'm afrald,”
anys 1. “"How mueh ls Nate echarging
for the milk?"

“Nine eents a quart, That's oaly
ona ceat more than you have to pay
In New York, and, when you consider
how far he han te bring it, 1 ecall it

That seemed to tiekls her and ludlrl oheap.”

guess she understood what I meant,
Put she didn’t Anawer the question;
went on dryollshing the pickle dish,
Then she says, kind of accldental on
purpose:

“Is Mr. Hartley's Liealtls linproving?"

"Oh, yes!" says 1. “He's pleking np
somes, 'specially in hig appetite. He

| ain't up to Van Brunt In that line yot,

“No," he sald, with a lttle laugh. |

“I 41 teel mther gone to gend hefore
1 left town, bt now I'm having the

| time of my life."

“Indesd!” sayvs she, “So far from
Wali strect? I'm gurprised.”
He didn't seem to answer—lensl

ways 1 didn't hear him. Next thing |
knew he was standing on the top step.

“Please excysze me,”" he says, pretty
frosty. 1 must speak to James"

He went off down the steps and out
of sight. She stood and watched him
a minute, and 1 thought she looked
purzisd—and solemn. Then she wenat
into the parlor.

Wo han dinner out doors on the
piazzn. While It was golng on the

grown-ups didn’t do much talking, It's |

precious liitle fun trylng to {talk
agalnst a typhoon and an earthquake
pixed, and that's what them Fresh
Alr young ones turned that meal Into.
"Twas “"Hurrah hoys! Stand from un.
der!” from the heginning.
wa'n't Nlling up fish piates I was dodg
ing potata skins and simlilsr bhon-
quets. Thay didn't fire 'em at me, you
understand, but it's always the fellar

(50w Jogking o At the row who gets
Rit. Redny wns eap'n of the gun crew.
He could ehuck a potate skin with his
left hand and eat with his right and
look pilous and shocked all at the same
time

When the funiors was filled ip—and
it wa'n't no slouch of a job to get 'em
filled —thoy went off 1o start a riot

When 1|

thongh., Van eats for three; Hartley's
only up to the one-man-and-n boy mark
go far He'd do better if he didn’t have
them bine streake of his, Seems to
have something on hie mind”
"Perhaps he's tronbled about Jeav-
Ing his buslness’ she suggents, look-
ing sideways at the plekle dish,
“Guess not” sava 1 Jonking side.
wavs at her. "1 don’t think I've heard
him mention busiuess gincd ha's heen
down. No, ‘laln’t that, according to
my notion. He ain't in love, I8 he?”
She looked at mie then pretty hard;

but I was as wooden-faced as & clgar
sign.
“Dear me, no.’ ghe langhs, brisk. "I

gueas not. What made you think
that?"

“Oh, nothing,” saye 1. 1 aln't eyer
baen tonk that way myself, but it

soemed 1o me he had all the eymp:

toms. DIidn't know but he was fret.
ting about goma young woman. He's
a fine ehap, that young Hartley. Itll

be a lucky girl that gets him.”
She didn’t say much more, but sha

| looked at me every once in a while as

| if she wars wondering.

somewheres elze and the Twing and |

the girls had a chance

of saint's rest, as you might sar, and | telling abont Scidider’s presents, and he
tha only time nnyhady opened Its dcor | Was funny as usual, That Margaret Tal-

| was when she gafled in with the broom

and feather dJuster. Ard ‘'hen she
muat have had 1o nay,gate ! T
paes, because the hlilnds was alwayvs
ghut tight and the curtking drawn and
‘twas too dnrl to see anvthing.
Hartley looked om for the children
and Van Brunt plioted the twe glrisa
over the place, polnting out where the
garden was goilng to by some day, and

wherae the hens was likely to roost and |

the pig to board. They sermed to be
as pleased and tickled as he was, and
thought everything was “lovely” and
“Just too qualnt and dear” 1 wes
busy cooking and Lord James sulked
out in the barn. He ronldn’t met away
until late afternocon on account of the
train.

Redny stuck to Hartley llke a mud-
turtle to a big toe. He was right at
his heels all the times. By and by the
pair of ‘em come out in the kitchen to
Gen me,

“Hello, Andrew Jaekson,” says I to
the hoy, "How do you llke this part of
the country?”

“Great!” save he, hig eves snopping,
“Geo, aln't we having the peach of a
time!"

"Mugst feed you well over there," 1
pays, "Seemsz to me you're getting fat
already. Board’s up to the mark of
the Newgbovs' home, aln't 117"

“You bet!" says he. ‘“Chlcken, and
ple, and all the milk you want. And

‘Ome."

croam—aw, say!" and he smecked his
Hps.

“How'd you llke to llve hore all the
time?"

1ie shook his head, "“Naw,” he says,
“Too still. BSometimes [ can't sleep
good 'cause it's so stlll. No Fl, nor
whistles nor fights nor nothing. And
no Chinks to ohuck rocks at. Miss
Agony won't let you chuck rocks at
folks anyhow."

“Don't you wish you was back |n
New York with your dad?’ [ says.

“Not mueh,” he says. "The old man
used to club me too gond. When he
wan full I'd get a belting most avery
‘.?."

1 lonked at Hartley and he at me.

|

|
|
|
|
|

]

ford would laugh unti! [ had to joln in

Van got to

Just out of sympathy, even thongh I |

was up to my eyea In soapsuds and

dishwashing. She was a jolly girl,
that une, pretty and full of snap
and go.

Nothlog would do but them “‘pres.
ents” must gn on exhibition.

So Van |

lngged 'em down from James' room |
and lined 'em up on the pluzza for In-
ipection. He toolt & stick for a pointer |

and gave a lecture ahout 'mm, same
ag If they was a panorama, pointing
out what he callad the “feeling’ and
"atmosphere” of the shell basket and
the “perspective’ of Marcellus In the
crayon enlargement. He had a gnordl

timea and so dld everybody else, e:pe-!l

clally Miss Talford.

By and by she elapped her hands.
“QOh!" says she, "I've got an idea. Did
yott g&y your man was going to leave
you, Mr. Van Brunt?!"

Van heaved & sigh. “Yes' he says,
“l belleve he Is. 1 fear that James
hasn't the artistic temperament. § con-
fess I'm dAlsappointed. He cortainly
looked as If he had {t; he was snd and
poulful and—and—dyspeptic. Hul no;
aven the ‘Motherless Home' didn't ap:
peal to him. He says he's golog to-
night.”

1 wonder I he would come over to
the school?” says she, “We need a
man there, don't we, Agnes? To help
about the place and look out for the
boye, and to—well, to protect us.”

“Lueky James!” savs Van. “But why
James? Won't Martin here do—or—
excuse my blushes—myself?"

But the Talford girl laughed and
pald he wouldn't do at all. He lacked
dignity, sha sald, and didn't look the
part. BShe asked Mias Page If she
really didn't think that James would
pe just the man for them. Agner auld
perbaps he would. So the four of 'em
went away for a walk on the beach
and to talk it over,

1'll bet I called that wvalet anything
but & ehurch member and a good faller
a dozen timos oyer while 1 was diving
into them dishes. I washed and
washed till, seemed to me, | was
soaked out freah enongh te bile, llke
a plckled codfish. And when the wash-
ing was done there was the wiping. |
laid eut a hale or so of dish towels
and pitched In.

Pretty soon somebody says: '"Mayn't
I help?”

1 swung aronnid and there was Ag-
nes Page. Nics to look at, she was,
too.

“¢*an’‘t 1 help vou, please?" says she
plcking up & towel.

“Land sakes, no!" mays I. “You'll
gpoil your fine eclothes. Hesides I've
got sort of used to It by this time; my
arm goen round of itself, like a pad-
dle wheel."

Bhe laughed and grabbed a chowdear
plate and commenced to wipe, Bhe
done fairly well for anybody who
hadn't practiced much, but she never
would bhave won the cup for speed.
One dish every five minntes s all
right, marbe, If you're getting paid by
the year, but— However, I judged her
ma kept hired help to home. [ won-
dered what she'd done with Hartley.

By and by she says: “Mr. Ppatt,
how long do you expect to stay hera?”

“Here?" says 1. "On Horsefoot—on

I never let on,
1 was as innorent and ensy as the eat
with the eream on its whiskers. T had
& #neaking hope that I might have
boosted Hartley 1 iittie mite, and 1
fell good down one side Then 1

thought of Van, and | felt mean all | on & Wednesday.:

| the last dory load of loam the
After & spell tha Twins and Miss 4 4 y oot

up the other

Talford happened along, and what a
time Van Brunt made when he see his
girl helping me wipe dlshes

“Well, well!" he sin. "Ia this the
way you hurry back fo ‘see what the
dear children are doing? Sol, you oll
fascinato=, how do yon do 1t? Martin
and I fell in love with him at first
sight, Miss Tallond, and now look at
AEnes.”

“Holil on thes savs 1. “Don’t
spread it too thick. 1 aln't got but ona
hat that'll do for Sunday., and I want
that to Nt me. 1 wius glving Miss Page
a few lessons In houscheeping, and
vau'd onght to thnnk me for that, Mr.
Van Hrunt.”

It seems the Taiford girl had seen
James and ho lhud agresd to go to
BEastwich with ‘vm.  "Twas a good
chancs for him; a soft job and all that,

Truth to tell, 1 guess he was kind of |

sorry nbout parting from Van alto-
gether, the gleaning nmilght not he so
good In his next hoas' herry pasture,
S0 about six o'clock Scudder come
with his dory and the plenle broke up.
The Fresh Alrers were pretty nigh
played out hy this time. The smaller
ehlldren was nodding with thelr heads
on the shoulders of the bhigger ones,
and I even had to ‘ote 1wo of the Iit-
tlest In my arms dawn 1o the heach.

But they was all full fed and sun-
burned  and dirty and  happy, and
the*'d had the byllest time In their
poor, pinched-up iitile lves,

“Well, gond-hr  Andrew Jaekson™
savs 1 to Radr: “Hud gond time

enough to waut to
you?"

“Bure thing,” sn+= ha

“Like It as woll here as you do over
gt the achaol?”

“Yup," he says.  “Ain't nobody to
plug potato skins at over thera,”

He was a gmart Hitle coct. Had the
makings of a man in him it you dug
down far enough to get at If.

enme agaln, have

lord James comes down te the
shore tugging his trunk behind him.
“Qo long, Hopper' says 1. “Shall |

give your love 1o Marcellus' spook if
it eomes gllding again®’

Hea looked at me very solemn, “You'd
better cowe too,” he suys. “You tnke
my advice and leave this blooming
island now w'lle yoy ‘ave the chance.
There'll come u time,” says he, "when
you won't ‘uve {1

He climbed (nto the dory and set
down all huddled up in the stern with
his trunk betwee; his knoes. Seudder
begina rowing and they moved off.

"There,” mays Vanp, reforring to his
lordship, "goes the final tie that binds
us to & sordld pugt, shall we slug
‘The Last Link tx jiroken, Martin?
Or have you something more appro-
ﬂl‘]ll.!ﬂ Lo KuEpest I'lh||,‘;"'l' o

“1 have for myself,’ savs L "It's
‘Work, for the Night [ Coming'"

And I hurried up to the houss to get
supper,

CHAPTER X.
The voy'i. of the Ark,

The Heavenlies was late down to
breakfast next merning, owing 1
cal'late, to the joss of lord James. 1
could hear 'sm halling each other,
ssking: “"What's become of my goif
stocking?" and the Ilke of that,
Trouble seemed to be that they had
too muny clothes, [f they'd been lim-
fted to one suit for Sunday and a pair
of overalla to rover up the riulns the
rest of the week, |Ike | was, they'd
have got ulong hattas

Well, ‘twas ahou! ns cheap as the
garden dirt, bat I didn't say nothing.

“"We're going to ralre ¢hlckens, too,”
gays Hartley. “Seudder, so Van says,
wliil sell us live Plymouth Rocks at 30
cents a pound. Skipper, you might fix
up the poultry yard lo your spare
time."

In my “sparn” time. Thers was a Joke
in that, but it wa'n't 20 Intended,

Then Van Rrunt
pig.”

| only pig In creation that was worth
| buying.

“Inust t SO Wit 1 hot ’) ?
—1 mean young, so he won't be no heft | ‘\'l‘.:\:- !-'c::mvm:h:nn "I:Ih o»:-r-n]-;l'}::
| to you." ! ¥ thve he 1mi
)_ ; . [ Martin and 1, tn canvention assombled, |
Wednesdny morning the Heavenly l have nominated: vou for Secretars

| tarday hefare

“He ghowed It to me the other morn-
“The prottiest little

ing," says Vaon
black and white fellow you ever saw,
Martin, Miss Talford saw him yes
she came over, and
ghe #ald he wan a dear.

moments, Sol”

My odd moments and my even

ones, too, was pratty well filled up for
Tha Heavenlies

the next few days.
loafed and superintended and smoked
and fNshed and ate
was to turn out with the gulls, and
cook hroakfaet, and clear away, and
wash dishes, and bulld hem yards, and
fix up A leaky plg pen, and get ready

them blessed gardens, and sweep and |

dust, and dig clama, and make beds,
and get dinner, and sall a hoat, and

chop woad, and hundle up washing for

Nate to take to Huldy Ann, and seour
knilves, and—and—well, there
plenty more. Reven or eighi hundred
odd jobs have slipped my memery.
The gardens was ready for planting

ifore and 1 apread It afore 1 got sup-
per, The chickens and the hog was to
come on Thursday, | was to take the
skiff and go alter 'em, Nute balng en-
gaged to eart a carry-all load of board-
#rs to Ontable, Huydy Ann was to
havoe the lve stock at the shore ready
for mo,

“"How's the menagerle  comitg, |
Nate? I asied. "In cuges or on the |
hoof 7" !

“Oh, I'll box 'em for you, Sol,” ha |
| says,

pig In another. The pig's pretty thin

gnrdening bhegnn, One pateh for Van
Drant and the other for Hartley. They
had geeds by the peck, more or |ess,
brought aver hy Scudder's express and

charged for at andertaker’'s prices.
| The Twins atarted in with a ven.
geance, 1 showed ‘em how, For once

|1 was superintendent and

the job

miited me Ane—nothing would have

| tickled mo more, unless ‘twag to turn

in and take a nap.

Van takes one hoer and Hartley the
other. Each of 'em was actually
round shouldered from the walght of
the seeds In thelr pockets. They had

cuenmher seeads, and melon seads, and |
1

land knows what. Wander to me wits
they didn’t try oranges and plneapples.
And in the middle of July!

began to prench |
Seems Nato had told him that |
the one thing needful 1o turn Ozone
| 1sland Into & genuine Natural Life waa |
a pig. and of eourse he, Nate, had the

You might be |
repairing & sty for him in your odd 1

All 1 had to do

was

Nate fetched over |

“The hens In one box and the |

B —

.

Hartiny 1ea wita nix hana and
kept the rlght In hig Jacket side pook-
et, They dido*™ seem (o enjoy that

=1t

mes] half g much ax 1 did,
“Well" savs 1. to brighten things
up; "l callats them cuenmbers ls

ready to eat, pretty nigh, by this time.
Btarted on your corn, yat? No? Wall,
you mustn’t loee no time, It'a jate in
the geason now. Coms along with me
and 'l get yon golug.”

I handed for the dnor ns 1 spoke
They jcoked at sach other agaln,

“It's pretty claudy for planting, 1sn't
It aekn Haortler, “"Wa might he
caunght in the raln, you ltnaw.*

“Raln your grnnny '™ gays I "Them
rleuds s nothing but heat fog. It
burn right oft.”

Walt tHIl we Anlsh our clga-s, rkip-
per,” sa¥i Vao

“Not says I “Yon eap smole and
plagt al the same tine. Smoke 'l
drive away the mosquitons.'

They got up then and followad me
ont, The hears was laviog by the heds
and 1 handed ‘on one aplacs.  They
took ‘em, not with what veu'd #all en.
thusiasm, but more the way the boy
took the Heklng-—helleving "twas more
blessed Lo nive than to recelve. The
cucumhber bweds was begun beaatifal,
the firat hKills rounded up fine and
lovely. Dut the tallend ones looked
ke the pauper westion of the burying
ground, moee uselyl 1inn ornamental,
1 showsed 'em how 'n plant the corn
and went away, Ieaving ‘em leaning on
thelr hoes, with a Kind of halo of

mopquitoes aronra thelr hends. My
talk abont smoke was more or less
sarcastie, the mosquitoes on Horse

foot Ozone was smoke-cured and fire
proaf

1 got the hreakifast wark dona about
‘I ten deloek and then ‘twas time to go
after the pip and the hene. 1 tcok the

skiff onrs ont of the harm and then
wallked arcund by the gardens to spe
how thinms was gotting «
the haes hy the place wlere the eorn-
hilla wan Intendad but thera
wa'n't any eornitllz nor any Heavenly
gEardeners elther; not a slgn of 'sm. 1

15 hn,

hatled onee of twice hat Adn't get any
answar, Then | went on down ta the
siIT. And there they was, sprawled

out In the ghade of the plnes, a8 com:
fortahle as you please.

“"Hello, skipper”
turping over on ane elbhow “Wao've
| heen walting for youn, We're going
with you aflter the llvegtack ™

Van Hrunt,

BAVE

“You are?” saye 1. 'Got vour farm.
Ing done sa enriy?

‘Now,”" he drawla 'Not prenigaly.
The fact, Is Sol. Hartley and 1 have
| docided] thnt agricultural labora are
not—"

“Labors?’ says 1. shoving the eki
Intn the water  “Thougit ‘twas recre-
| ation.™

he
“It's a palsiful condition, not A
Martin and

I are convinced that what we need |s
| & sea vovage. Come on, Martin.”

Hartley got up, pretty average gin-
gorly, and they climbed Into the skiff.
1 pushed off and begun to row,

“Wall," I zays, after o minute or two,
“It aln't for me to suggest anything.
but, just for greens—like the old wom-
| an stewed the burdock leaves—I'd
| llke to mentien that If You want vege.
1 tahles with the daw, and not leleles, on
!‘r-m, you'd hetter he getiing the rest

cf them seeds Into the gronnd, What's
| the present standing of that eucumber
Lot

Van dldn't open his eyes
it,” hie says, lazy

I stopped rowing and lookod at him
over my shoulder,
| “Meaning—what?” says |

“For definition see dictlonars,”
I &NVH.
theory, with us Just now

“Tou win

of
agriculture, Wa reslan’

J I'd been expecting 1. And I'd mede

|'up my mind what to sav. Nut [ hated

I to any 1t. Think= I: "' walt t1* [ get

| back ta Czaone,”

| 8o 1 uldn’t

| but
| rowing agaln

The tide was golng out

ANEWRT,

| fast and ‘twas @ hard pull. thres of |

us in that little skiff, but by and by we
reached the muin. And thera was
Scendder’s hired boy walting for s,

“Heallo," says 1. "Where's Huldy
Ann—Mrs, S8cudder, 1 mean?”

“fhe couldn’t come” sald the boy.
“Put 1 fetebed the hens and things.
Here they he"

He had the hens—a doren of ‘rm—

of It was fastened with a shaky woed

“Now, Martin,” =ays Yan, "Here button,
goes! Bet you fifty I get the first "Handle 'sm kind of sareful” says
cufu.mbar. - he, "That buttun undocs Itsell somo
I'tl go vou," says Martin, shucking thng"

his jacket. “8ol, what do | do next?”

I showed him, |1 started ‘em even
on cucumber beds. They hoed ke
they went by steam. You never see
such ambitious farmers In your life as
they was-——Just then.

"Kind of hard work, ain't {t?" says
1. watehing thelir £ront halr get damp
and stick to their foreheads.

“Work?"' saye Van. “This la recrea-
tion, man!'"

“All right” 1 says.
and recreate,
self."”

8o I went In and swept aut the din.
ing roam. Onee In a while, through
the open window, 1'd ge* a night of '*m
laying Into the cucumber beds, with
the sun bluzing down. 1 grinned
When the boot's hsen on one leg (oo
long {t's kind of nice 1o see somebody
elxe's corneg get plnched

When they eome In to dinner they
was just slopping over with joy. Gar
dening wns more fun than a barrel uf
monleys Burt 1 notleed that when
Ven got up from the table he ri¢ kind
of “ntendy by ferks” as It he had kinks
in his back, and Martin moved hls
ghonlders slow and easy and said
“Oueh!" under his breath when he
reached too far.

They dldn’t seem to be in auny real
hurry to get back to work, elther.
Stayed on the porch, aud smoked two
clgars instead of one. 1 had to chuck
out & hint about getting them needa
covered up quick afore they'd leave
their chairs. Then they went, and |
could nea the hoea moving; but they
moved slower,

They turned in right after supper,
which was uousual. Next morning |
didn’t hear » word about gardens. The
copversation was pretty limited and
doleful, being separated with grunts
and groans, so to speak. When Van
Brunt dropped his napkin he hollered
to me to come and pick it up, and

“Heave ahead
I've got to work, my-

“Where's the plg?"

“Here he s

We could hear him. He wa'n't In &
box at all, as he'd ought to have been

says Ilartley.

We Moved Off Stately and Slow, Like
| @an Ocean Liner Leaving Her Dock.

| mccording to contract, but setting Im
the sand with his hind legs tied to-
gether with string,. He was whirling
in circles with his tall for a pivet, so
to speak, and he seemed to be mainly
squeni. Little he was, and thin—
‘peared to me to be thin as Nate's milk
of human kindness-—bgt the Heaven:
lies fell down and worabiped him lke
he wae a hog augel

“"Humph!™ says L
‘dear? "

“Is that the

bim ot long di=tance,

Thare lald |

jammed Into one lath coop. The door

“That's the dear," says Van, patliu‘

Well, he welghad four pound aod
rost six dollars, 8o that's dear enough
for anvbody

1 loaded the eritters Inte the skif—
the plg fairly sung psaime while 1 wat
daing 1t~—and then the Twing climbed
ahnard,

“All right, skipper” esava  Vaa,
"Shave aft"
“Just A minute” says 1. "What am

[ golng te do--talke the next traln?
This transpor’ seems to e pratty well
Inaded "
it wns. Ven Hrunt was oo the
amildships thwart. Hartley was up ia
the bow, with tha plg Lnetween his
knens  The chlelion ennp was plled ia
the atarn. [ ain't no dima show dwarf,
and where | wae going to stow mysell
wae too mueli for me
“Humph!" snys Van
standing ronm oniy
you kneel on the back s=at. 'l ew."
I didn't expctls kneel, but 1 strad-
dled acrusas the slorn somehow, with

the butt end of (he hen roost In my lap
and my fect over each rall just clear of
the wet,

Nate's boy shoaved] 0s Intn deesp wa-
ter. He had to tuke o his shoes and
| stockings 1o do 1t and Le was langh-
Ing g0 that he made mighty peor head
whYy

“You pesky young ons!” eaya I,
loring my pationce, If ¥ou don't tend
to your jJob I'll get ant and dueck you.
What arn ¥on giggiing ar?”

“1t doen look
flere, skipper;

“1 alnt glggling’’ says he. “I'm
pushing Ugll! Haw! baw! Upgh!
There you hie!”

He gave ns o final shove and thea
went hack asd rolled around in the
hushes. Samohody was having A good
e timn 1f we want

We moved off geately and slow, Itie
an orean llner ieaving her dock. We
dtdn’t have ans hand, but the ple and
hene furniklied musle  The ekiff's rall
was amimost swa and my heels
dipped on every little wave

Tan rowed ke a good une tll he got
ahout twa-thirds of the Wiy OCross.
Then the tlde got 2o grip cn us and he
cammenced to 2o slower and groan,
He'd misa a stroite ind wo'd swing half
way aronnd. We was golng broadside
on most of the fine

By apd by Hartley spokes up

What makes this plg kiclk so®™"
gnva he, llka ‘twas ecome kind of a
conundrum. The eritter seemed to he
deing hlas best to answer [t but his
language wan't understandable

“You lnok onut he don't ltlek that
string off hie lega”" [ hollers, [ iad to
holler tn make myaslf heard above the
cholr

He beant forward and lookes down.
"Why!" says he. “T%l be shet {f be
hasn't dene [t already”’

“Hang on o him then!" I yells, “For
the land sakes don't lot him loose.”

Vaa Brunt gives a final groan and
stops the oars.

“No use, akipper,” he savs. "My c'»
cumber recreation has put me out
of the race. 1 wonldn’t row another
stroke for tha contrnl of tha Standard
LO0fl. You'll have to ba shofar the rest
of the way."

1 4idn’'t know wha! & “shofer” was
and 1 doen’t know now; but 1 could see
trouble coming,

‘et where
“Don‘t move
you ga'"

The pasky !dlot hud stood up to
stretch, leaving the oars in the row.
laeks, Conrse the skiff swung broad
glde on ond & wave knoslied the star-
beard ovarboard. Hartley see it going
and made n iump and a grab. He
| miased 1t, you might know, but he let
| go of the pig.

I ripped ont a !vely kind of sprech
and dava for the port oar. The hea
{ coop was In my wav and It and me
wont headfirst into Van Brunt's shirt-
trout., When 1 got outr of the mix-up
both oars wa: tea vards astern, the
| pig wes doing throe laps a minute over
| us and under the thwarts and the hena
was a1 out of jall and proud of It
| Lilkewize we was drifiing out to 2ea

“Well'” sava T. “Thiz is nlea, ain't
1t Get ont, you varmint!" This last
| part was to & pullat that was fapping
. on my shoulders.
| Would you balleve it, all them
!"Heavenly loons done was to laugh.
They just roared.

"Ho! he'" wheops Hartliey., "Oh,
Aear me! Thls 18 worth the price of
admiselon”

"Ha! ka!" eackles Van, puffing for
breath. aud shoving the plg out of his
lap. “This Is the best ever' The float.
tpg garden of Kden! Or the ark! Sar,
Martin: 1 begin to sympathize with
Noah"

“Noah sent ont a dove, If | remem.
ber right,” says Hartley. “Wonder if
it would worlk with a chicken?
Whero's our Ararat, skipper?

] was mad clean through, Here was
twice that I'd been made & fool of on
salt water. ] wa'n't used to It and It
hurt.

“The ark waa afloat for 40 odd days;
you want to remember thar” says L
“And this skiff won't float 40 minutes,
loaded the way she is, {f she drifts out-
side that point."

“Then she mustn't drift there,” says
Yan, cheerful. "l don’t want to get
wot—uot now, with James gone. This
{s the only presentaple sult I've got
left. 1If (bir is wrecked you'll have to
proess It, Sol"

My, but | was hopping! Talking
abont pressing clothes and us next
door to golng to the bottom!

“I'll pross nothing,” says 1. "And
11 gay right now, Mr. Van Brunt, that
1 won't 'tend to them gardens. You
hear—"

Van waved his hand. “Your salary
from now on,' he save, "will be—="

shouted.
There

vou be!" 1
Thundaration!

went on |

“No, It won't. My snliry's bdig
enough, It's me that's short—short
abont 26 hours out of the 24 It

! was two mon | might do whal's need-
ful, but as tig 1 ean’t. 1 lIke you both
firnt-rate—when you aln't too crazy——
but eithar vou'll have 1o get me @
helper or I'll have to quit. That is,
it we got out of this mess alive, which
alp't Hkely ”

All the time I wns preaching this
way | wap tugging at the 'midships
thwart. Fiaally I got it looge and
vhoved it ever the stern. | was going
to try to seull with i.

The Heavenllrs was completely up:
set. Not by the fear of drownlog—
drat ‘em. I don't cal'late thoy was
afrald of anything—but my tulk eof
quittiag seemed to knock "am siily,

‘By Jove! yeu knmow,” says Vam




